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the bottom of her trunk, screwed up in a ball.    What do you sa~
to that?"
I gave my promise, but it was not easy to keep it. She wante
everything she set eyes on in a manner entirely elfish- She pitche<
into me, too, for living in such poor style: I ought to see tha
I had an easier life of it. She had eight servants, she told me
and never did a thing for herself. Hard words have been sai<
since of her extravagance, but my impression was that Hauptmani
liked her for it. He encouraged in her the qualities he had givei
to Rautendelein and which, like another Pygmalion, he wished tc
bring to life and enjoy in her.
Their stay in Vienna this time was short, but there was a longei
one to come, which was to mean even more to us.
In the spring, just before the birth of my second child, I went
to Abbazia with my little Maria and a scatterbrained maid, who
literally expected me to wait upon her, which in my condition was
absurd. I have often experienced the same thing with servants.
Mahler soon followed me. He took a sleeper, as he always
did, whereas I travelled in an ordinary compartment. I went to
meet him at Mattuglie. He told me he had been persecuted the
whole morning by two small boys, who spied on him through the
curtains of his sleeper. Later on there was a coming and going
along the corridor and he recognized them as the sons of the Arch-
duke Otto. I was standing close to Mahler as they got out. The
Archduchess Maria Josepha took the children up to him and
told them not to forget having seen him. After greeting him
very graciously she rejoined her attendants, who were looking on
in surprise. She was very fond of Mahler, because he pensioned
off the dancer, Schleinzer, Archduke Otto's extremely tactless
mistress. When the Schleinzer asked him why, he replied: "I
can't do with an archduchess in my company." One of these
two boys was later the Emperor Karl.                         >
Mahler brought his work with Tiim even to Abbazia. I never
knew hjm have a real holiday. We were given the privilege of
having our meals served in our own rooms, which as they were
in an annexe called Tusculum at the far end of the garden must
have been somewhat troublesome.
I enjoyed the "splendid isolation," as much as he did.
Once or twice, to please our landlady, we joined the company
in the dining-room, where as usual Mahler's presence caused
an embarrassed silence, broken on this occasion only by